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ILIAD of ATOM E K. 


URORA, ſaffron rob'd, in Glory flames, 
A And gilds the eaſtern Hills, with orient Beams. 
When now the thund'ring Sire of Gods on high 
| Conven'd the immortal Council of the Sky. 
| On bright O/ympas, from their bleſt Abodes 
Met at their aweful Board th' aſſembling Gods 
Forth from th' Omnipotent theſe Accents broke, 
While Heav'n with Awe ſhook liſt'ning as he ſpok2. 
B «© Ye" 


IP 


% Ye Thrones! give with attentive Silence Ear, 


Hates our Ft, and with. ReV'rence hear, ro 

taght of celeſtial Strain preſume © STA 

„ With vain Attempt to null th' omnific Doom; 2 

„Whatever God ſhall Aid auxiliar yield 

« To either Hot, that croud yon deathful Field, 

« Our Arm's almighty Pow'r he foon ſhall mourn, 15 

« And to Olympus, gaſh'd with Wounds, return : 
Or him this Hand omnipotent ſhall throw 


© Far down to flaming Tartarus below, AM 


* * 


cc *Neath the Farth's deep Centre, ſtunn'd and giddy 
with the Blow; 

« Where he on burning, brazen Floors ſhall feel 20 

Immortal Vengeance, clos'd by Valves of Steel. 

« As far below the Centre, fix'd they lie, 

As above Earth the Poles of Heaven are high. 

ce Thus by a dreadful Trial ſhall he know 

Too ſoon what dread Omnipotence can do; 

Experiencing, alas! the wondrous Odds 

| Teen . inferior, and the Sire of Gods. 


p . « P roceed 


25 


That bow'd, whoſe Awe avow'd the Fate he ſpoke, 40 


The Council held that Day with ſtern Debate ; . 


[3] 


cc Preveed, that Pow'r ents, Celeſtials, try; 
« Our Chain of Gold, ſuſpended from the Sky, 


Hang on, and draw with your united Pow'rs, 30 


„And, lo! how vain to draw to Earth down ours! 


« But with a Touch the matchleſs Arm of Jobe, 

« Light mounting upwards, brings ye all above: 

« Yes, Earth and Ocean too, and all with quick Re- 
Move. | 34 

« But from th* O/ympian Tow'r ſhall hang the Chain, 


« That ſhall the Fates of all ſuſpens'd contain; 
« So vaſt ſhall infinite Supreme prevail 
cc Ofer all Inferiors in the ballanced Scale.” 

He ſpoke, and all the Thrones celeſtial ſhook, 


In wond'ring Silence wrapt. The Sire elate 


To Heav'n's firſt Majeſty the blue-ey'd Pow'r 
Aroſe thus rev'rend in the O/ympian Bow'r. 
C Saturnian Sire! O Pow'r ſupreme of Gods! 45 


e That ſhine celeſtial in the bleſt Abodes ; 


« Well 


£41 


cc Well know we all thy Pow'r can yield to none, 


A 


6 Yet, Oh! permit our martial Greeks to moan, 


C Who (the full Meaſure of their Fate now fill'd) 
«© Are ſlaughter d, and by thouſands heap the Field: 50 
« But we to thy Commands obedient yield; 


a, 


„ And (ſince your Fiat wills it) ſhall abſtain, 
66 Unaiding Greece, now from the deathful Plain: 
« Yet may we Counſel give, leſt in thy Ire 
c Greece, and her Cauſe ſhou'd all this Day expire.” 5 5 


The Cloud-compeller ſmiling thus again, 
& Daughter, be all thy anxious Cares in vain. 
« Fix'd is Fate's Purpoſe, but the Will of Jove, 
c To thee inclin'd, does ſtill indulgent prove.” 
| He ſpoke, and to the Car his Courſers join'd, 60 
Whoſes Manes of Gold, flow ruffling in the Wind. 


| Rob'd in pure Gold, ſuch Splendour round him beams 


Midſt all the Glories of the Skies he flames. 
The Car he mounts, and whirls the Scourge around, 
And laſh'd the en, ſwift the Courlers bound 365 


*T wixt 


1 
1 


5 
! 
* 


ES] 
Twixt World and World they urg'd th' impetuous 
Race, | 
Thro? the vaſt, void illimitable Space; 
The Sire, intolerably dazling, came 
To fountful Ide, well ſtor'd with various Game, 


To ſnuff the ſacred Fumes, that fragrant riſe 70 


To him from ever grateful Sacrifice, 

Where to his Majeſty the golden Shrine 

At Gargarus, and flaming Altars ſhine. 

The Sire of Gods, and Men there, wrapt in Clouds, 


: (Loos'd from his Car) the foaming Courſers ſhrouds; 75 


Where, veil'd in Glory, on its cloud-topt Brow, 

He ſees the Town, Fleet, Plains, and Rivers far below. 
From Slaughter breathing on the tented Shores, 

A ſhort Repaſt refreſh'd the Grecian Pow'rs ; 

Who, to the Field impell'd, with Wrath prepare; 80 

While Troy's prompt, fewer Thouſands arm for War. 

Forth pouring from their Gates wide flung they ſwarm 

All o'er the Plains, for glorious Freedom warm 

nn Yet, 


t $3 

Yet, urg'd, who arm'd defenſive for their Lives, 84 
Tow'rs, Temples, Sires, their Infants, and their Wives. 
Battalions, Squadrons, rang'd in firm Array, 

Long, deep, and black, drive on, and ſweep their Way. 4 
The Heroes clam'ring Shouts in Thunder bound, q 
Echoes thro? vocal Air repeat the Sound, 
Their trampling Courſers paw, and ſhake the ſolid 
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Ground. 90 
The Space between, till ſhortning, which when they 
invade, 


That black*ning darkens with a deeper Shade; 

And now's the Time (both ruſhing Hoſts ſo near) 

For Flight of Arrows, and for Puſh of Spear, 

With Breaſt to Breaſt, oppoſing Shield to Shield, 95 

To whurl the Jav'lin, and the Sword to wield, 

The Shouts of Victors, and the Vanquiſht's Cries 

Break round the ſurging Air, and tempeſt all the Skies. 

Dire Havock, Horror, Clamour, Tumult reign ; 

Satiate with Blood, o'erflows the delug'd Plain, 100 

Pild up with growing Mountains of the Slain. 
With 


2 
—— 


4 


EY 1 
With riſing Morn grim Slaughter firſt begun, 


Nor breath'd from Blood but with the ſetting Sun. 


When from the Zenith with Meridian Beams 
Perpending Phebas vertically flames, 1 
Deep in his Soul revolving, equal Fove 
Thro' Clouds hung out his golden Scales above; 

In each the Fates of Greece, and Troy did weigh 

To fix the Fortunes of that doubtful fatal Day; 
Quick the light Fate of Troy to Heav'n aſcends, 110 
But Greece's fatal Day heavy to Earth low tends. 


Then, launcht from Ide, Fove's forky Thunder roars 


Full in the Front of Greece's ſtartl'd Pow'rs, 

Bolt after Bolt thro* their wide Diſarray, 

That Horrors ſpread, Affright, and dire Diſmay. 115 

Fear ſmote their with'ring Souls, pale Terrors ran 

Thro? their deep Files, and ſpread from Man to Man. | 

Flaſh emicant on Flaſh, thick Lightnings blaze, 

Struck back, retreating Greece, wild with amaze, 

Aghaſt on Heav'n in Flames did upward gaze. 12 
The 


— 


[8] 

The Portent none ſo hardy to ſuſtain, 
Idomeneus, th? Ajaces quit the Plain, 
Nor the great King of Men cou'd there remain, 

The Prides of Mars, none but the Grecian Shield, 
The Grecian Tongue ſtaid there, and he compell'd, 125 


Sage Neſtor, mid the Wreck, and Ruin of the Field. 
The Dart of Paris op'd a mortal Wound 


Full o'er his Courſer's Brow, the trembling Ground 
Madding he laſh'd, toſt, flung with many a 2:1} 
Bound. I 29 ] 
Wing'd with ſure Aim, the feather'd Death drove on, 
Pierc'd the ſtung Brain, broke thro* the burſting 
The Senior roſe, and with his Sword with Speed 
The Traces cuts, and from his Yoke-Mates freed 
(Convolv'd, and writhing with his Pain) the gfinbiing! 
groaning Steed. 134 


Mean Time drove rattling 1 m great Heltor? s Car, 
Mix'd with the Tumults of the bleeding War, 


Nor 


19141. 


Nor more with chearing Ray the ætherial Light 


Had bleſt the hoary Warrior's ſick ning Sight, 


But that the gen'rous Diomed that Day 140 


Diftreſs'd beheld him mid the deathful Fray; 


Who, by a gallant Soul impell'd, call'd on 
Frequent, and loud, Laertes flying Son. 

% O ſtain to Arms, and Wiſdom! whither flies 
“ The great Ulyſſes, by Experience wile ! 145 
C Forgetful of thy ſelf ! thus ſunk in Mind! 

« Oh! turn! nor take the flying Dart behind! 
« Stand, Chief, ſo we, united ſhall repell 
« The Rage, wide waſting, of this Fury fell.” 

He ſpoke, while deaf the patient and the wiſe 150 
Ulyſſes forward to the Navy flies, | 
Nor look'd behind; yet, ſingle tho”, ſtill rag'd 
Great Diomed, and in the Van engag'd: 

A glorious Stand before the Warrior's Steeds 
Protective made, and gently thus proceeds. 155 

“ Old as you are, preſt with the Weight of Age, 

« *Tis Match unequal, Years with Youth t' engage. 


D C Weak 


1 


[ 70 ] 
« Weak is thy Arm, *ſtreſt by the ſtronger Foe, 
* And weak thy Servant, and thy Courſers flow. 
4 Haſte, quit thy Chariot, and remount our own, 160 
e Soon you'll confeſs them Courſers yield to none, 
Which late in Fight we from Aneas one. 


(Chief bold in Flight) of gen'rous Trojan Breed, 
Their rapid Heels wing'd with the fleeteſt Speed, 


FT attack, or fly, purſue, retreat well ſkill'd, 165 


And train'd to all the Science of the Field. 

Be thine th Attendant's Buſineſs: In our Car 

e We'll mount and gore the thickeſt of the War, 

« And Hector dare, as near his Steed advance, 
To face the Furies of this raging Lance, 170 
6 That madly thirſts for Blood.” The Heroe ſaid, 
And ſoon the Sage, grown grey in Arms, obey'd, 
His Courſers to th' Attendant's Care belong, 

Strong Stheneleus, Eurymedon, the ſtrong. I 74 
They mount, but Neſtor's Hands the Reins ſubdue, 


And laſht the Courſers, ſwift the Courſers flew, 
When, driving on, both Heroes near now drew. 
Whirl'd 


A 


[17 ] 
Whurld from the lofty Arm of Diomed, 
Firſt whiz'd the Jav'lin full at Ze#or's Head, 


But from from his erring Arm the Weapon fled; 18 
Yet did the brave Eniepus arreſt, 


Great ſoul'd Thebeus Son, plung'd in his Breaſt, 

His Charioteer, prone tumbling to the Ground; 

Back with a Start th' affrighted Steeds high bound; 
Tho' ſorrowing for his Friend's unhappy Fate, 185 
Bleeding the Chief yet left him, forc'd to get | 
Another now to fill his empty Seat, 

Nor ſought he long, Iphitus' Son was near, 

Brave Archeptolemus, who laugh'd at Fear. 

At once into the Seat he aCtive ſprung, 


And ſeiz'd the Reins, laſh'd on, the Courſers ſtung, 
Swift thunder'd with a ſtarting Bound along. 


Grim Slaughter then had rag'd with boundleſs Sway, 
And arduous Deeds that memorable Day 


Had greatly flam'd, when, drove like routed Deer, 
Troy had from Death, purſuing cloſe her *Rear, 196 
Cover'd her ilying Thouſands, ſmote with Fear ; 

But 


[ 12 ] | 
But flaming Joe his roaring Thunders roll'd, 
Strong Terrors with'ring damp'd the mighty Sould. 
Blaze upon Blaze the flaſhing Lightning's glare 
Full in their Face, the Heroes wildly ſtare, 201 
Before their Feet the Sulphur pour'd around | 


A mortal Stench, that burn'd along the Ground; 


Start all in Foam the Steeds, and ſnorting lofty bound 
In Clouds of pitchy Smoke, the ſulph'rous Flames 
Involv'd the ſmother'd Troops, while round it ſtreams. 
The Reins from Ve/tor's Hand forgotten fall 207 
Who ſcar'd aloud on Diomed did call. 
e Rein'd back, Tydides, be thy Steeds now driv'n; 
“ Conqueſt, you know, obeys the Will of Heav'n; 210 
„ Which, blazing now for Troy, does Jode diſplay, 
«© With Glory crown'd, and Hector has his Day. 
He future may to us propitious prove: 
For ſay, what Mortal binds the Will of Jobe.“ 
Senior thy Words juſt Reaſon ſtill diſplay, 215 
(Rejoin'd the Heroe then) which we obey, 
And now, (griev'd tho' we are) yet forc'd, give Way. 
| © Tho? 


[13 ] 
| © Tho' loud in Council he may boaſtful cry, ; 


W 


This Lance, once Tydeus Son thought fit to fly, 219 


A 


Oh! firſt may yawning Earth my Tomb ſupply.* } 
Ahl void of Reaſon are theſe Thoughts imply'd, 
Brave Tydeus' Son; (th* experienc'd Sage reply'd) 
What! tho” ſuch Folly, ſlipt, from him cou'd fly, 
Say, can Troy credit eber the boaſtful Lye? 224 
© Proud Troy! ---- whoſe braveſt Sons, ſhe e'er could 
boaſt, * 
gBeneath thy Lance have groan'd, of her full Hoſt. P 
Hie ſaid, and (back the wheel'd Car rem'd) recoils | 
Deep plung'd, and loſt *mong the black Grecian Files. 
Her whizzing Darts, ſwift following Troy, thick pour, 
That round their Helms ſhrill rung a rattling Show'r. 
Their clam'ring Thunder, by the Breezes driv'n, 231 
Shook the blue, vocal Vault of anſw'ring Heav'n, _ 
Ob! Son of Tydeus! whither flies the Brave?“ 
(Stern Hector, foll'wing, horribly did rave) 2.34 
* The Chief, whom Greece does honour, and aſſign 


© Large Shares ſelect of choiceſt Meats and Wine. 
E 6 Rever'd 


A A 


=_— & 


This Lance gives Immortality to all 


£ [ 14 ] 

c Rever'd, and with the nobleſt Seat ſtill grac'd, 

6 Forever welcome to her genial Feaſt, 

But now, with Shame diſgrac'd, ſhe'll treat with 
Scorn, 

© Frown'd at, intolerable to be barns! 

© Thou Scandal to the Lance! ſo mean to yield! 

And baſely, like weak Woman *quit the Field! 


240 


The Field, mounts to the deathleſs Gods the Brave, 


* Whom Fame's loud Breath ſhall from Oblivion fave;) 
© Nor ſhall the Coward e' er elude the Grave. 24 5 


* Whom finds not Death in Fight, Age with'ring 
ſhall. 


Stand, Chief, and bravely kill, or bravely fall, 


----* Hence then below with that 7-5petwons Flight: 
© Oh! never, (while theſe Eyes ſhall breathe the Light) 
Thou! Daſtard! ſhall that coward Arm deſtroy, 246 


© Storming it's heav nt Wall, the Tow'rs of 
Troy, 


Nor 


[ 15 | 
Nor to the Navy drag its Fair, thy Prey, 
This Lance, e'er that, ſhall fix thy fatal Day.” 

In his proud-ſwol'n, big, burſting Heart, high 

wrought, | 250 
Where Scorn with ſtruggling Shame conflicting fought, 
Gloomy the great- ſoul'd Son of Tydexs thought. 
'Thrice halting paus'd, and thrice the Car he wheel'd, 
Confirm'd to try the Fortune of the Field; 
Thrice from th* Idean Hill in Wrath the Sire 
The Thunder roll'd, nor wou'd the Chief retire, 
Tho? whizzing by his Ear the Bolts thick fly, 
And flaſh'd their dazzling Blaze, and lighten'd in his 
Eye. 

But Conquelt's Scale confeſs'd for Troy did nod, 
When firing Hector roar'd in Thunder loud. 260 

© Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, joint Allies, 
« Auxilar Friends, with Strength collected rife. 
© Be firm, be bold, recal your former Might, 
* Exert your Manhood, and revive the Fight. 


255 


Lo! 


[ 16 ] 
© Lo! round on high Jove's Flames this Day com- 
plete | 265 
The Trojans Glory, and the Grecians Fate. 
Ah! Fools! this thund'ring Arm, theſe Courſers 
ſhall | 
O'erfly their Foſſes, and o'erturn their Wall: 
Ye Gods! when o'er their Foſſes, Walls we drive, 
And ſweeping all around, before their Fleets arrive, 
E'er memorable be that Day our Fame! 2.71 
© How this red, vengeful Arm ſhall whirl the Flame! 
Their Fleets involv'd, and ſunk in Floods of Fire, 
The Blaze, bright-mounting, ſhall to Heav'n aſpire! 
© Another, mortal Jobe, like Bolts we'll fling 275 


Our Brands about, aloft our Lightnings wing! 
While, wrapt in Smoke, all our wild Fury looſt, . 
5 


© Shall Slaughter, Carnage, Havock heap the Coaſt, 


AQ 


A 


A A 


8 


A 


< And this Lance hurl them all to Hell a Ghoſt. 


© Before their Fleets their braveſt Heroes fall, 280 
Our Rage, ſhall, whelm'd in Ruin, cover all! 


© Hoa! 


ER 
* Hoa! Zanth! Podargus! Aithon! Lampus 
ſtrong! 

(His Steeds thus chear'd he, as they pour'd along) 
Bid fignal Service your high Meat this Day 
(Fed by my lov'd, fond Conſort's Hand) repay. 285 
Oft blending at your Crib her Hands divine 
© The Strength of Ceres with the Joys of Wine. 
Purſue, o'ertake, and make us in the Field 
Gain (fam'd in Heav'n) rich Neſtor's golden Shield; 
The mighty Jyadeus' flying Son arreſt, 290 
And rend the figur'd Corllet from his Breaſt; 
© Yulcanian Work divine; be theſe our Spoils, 


A 


A 


A 


And to their Fleet we'll gore their pierc'd thro' 
Flles, | 

Then cloſe the bloody Scencs of War, and all it 

deathful Tolls.” | | 

Thus glory'ng he; while in her ang' ry Soul 295 

Indignant Juno ſhook, that ſhook the Pole. 

Her lab'ring Boſom like a Tempeſt ſhakes, 

While to her Brother Ocean thus ſhe ſpeaks. 

= © Swells 


[ 78 ] 
© Swells not our potent Brother now! nor warms 
Thy ſorrowing Soul! nor ſtorms, thus urg'd, in 
Arms! 300 
To ſee thy Greeks, unaided from above, 
All fink beneath the partial Will of ove? 
They, who at Helice's and Aga's Shrine, 


Heap their rich Offrings, pile their Gifts divine; 


AN 


A 


Since Fame does too for them thy mighty Wil! 


incline, 305 


Shou'd we in ſocial Arms but riſing go, 

In Aid of Greece to check th' advancing Foe, 

And bound his Pow'r, his Will to Reaſon bring, 

What Griefs on Ide wou'd pierce our Brother 
King.“ 

What wounding Words are theſe! (rcjoin'd in 


ag 


A 


A 


Ire, 310 
And Grief-ſwol'n, burſting Rage, old Ocean's Sire) 
For me, our Pow'r inferior far muſt prove, 


Nor ſhall we tempt the matchleſs Arm of Voce. 
The 


[ 19 ] 
The Space from Foſs to th' Fleet, extenſive found, 
The Trojans delug'd, pouring o'er the Mound, 315 
Battalions, Squadrons by the Works hem'd round. 
Loud ſtorming ſwift, and ſtrong as Mars, behind 
Heclor drove on, impetuous as the Wind; 
For Jove's own Splendors round the Hero play, 
And blaze the thort-liv'd Glories of a Day. 320 
His vepgeful* Hand, with Lightning arm'd, had 
burn'd 


The ſmoke-wrapt Fleets of Greece, and all her Pow'rs 
o'erturn'd; 


But Juno now bicls Agamemnon arm, 

And, to the Conflict rouz'd, the Heroes warm. 
With purple Robe diſplay'd, he flew along 
(And ſent his Voice before in Thunder ſtrong) 
Swift to Ces“ Ship, hall'd up a ground 
The 'midmoſt, apteſt to be heard around: 
Before the Ship of the 4jaces, and 


2 


1 


That of Achilles next he took his Stand, 330 


Achilles's the utmoſt of the Strand; 


[ 20 ] 


Well mann'd, and ſtrong, the Navy's Bounds that 
ſtood, 


While fierce to all around he roar'd aloud. 


Oh! Shame! ye Argive Chiefs! whoſe Forms we | þ 
find 

Without all ſpacious, but debas'd in Mind! 335 

Where's now the once proud Vaunt? for ever loſt! | 

* Reſtleſs proves our matchleſs Grecian« Hoſt, 

At Lemnos Iſle your former haughty Boaſt! 

While ſmoakt our Board, with richeſt 
crown'd, 


« While oft the 8 Bowl went round, 340 
© The meaneſt then would dare this daſtard Foe, 


And down whole Squadrons, whole Battalions 
mow; 


Plenty 


© When, lo! an over Match! around the Coaſt 


One ſingle Hand now drives this vaunting Hoſt! 345 . 
That, arm'd with Death, as on he boundleſs comes, | 


£ Tae Fleets of Greece to Flames, her Chiefs to Slaugh- 
ter dooms! 


6 Almighty 


A 


[ 21 ] 
* Almighty Sire! ſay, ſince the World's firſt Birth, | 
Did ever King ſuſtain our Ills on Earth? 
Vet paſt we e' er neglectful by your Fane, 350 


* When firſt, to enter on this ſworn Campaign, 
We croſt, to ſee this fatal Day, the Main. 

© No! ev'ry Altar ſmoakt in every Shrine 

Oft with whole votive Hecatombs of mine, 

With ardent Pray'rs you'd give us to deſtroy, 355 
For Wrongs ſuſtain'd, the Heav'n-rais'd Spires | of 


A 


A 


Troy. 
But grant, O Fove! now this our ardent Prayer, 
Permit our Flight, and, Oh! thy Grecians ſpare! 
Nor in thy Wrath reſign us all to-day 
To the inſatiate Sword of Troy a Prey. 360 


QA 8 


A 


A 


The royal Griefs relenting Fove controul, 
Who ſhook his ſacred Head, that ſhook the Pole. 
The fiat Nod permits the Greciaus Flight, 
And ſhields them reſcu'd from the Rage of Fight. 
Sudden appear'd the royal Bird of ove,  _ 


That, truſſing pounct a trembling Fawn above; 


G Dropt 


[ 22 ] 
Dropt on the Altar, breathleſs fell the Game, 
To Panomphean Fove, where oft their Oft rings flame. 
With Eyes erect the the ſhouting Greeks deſcry, 
And bleſs reveal'd the dexter Augury, 
Sent from propitious Fove, confeſt to Sight, 
Their ample Breaſts ſwell with redoubled Might, 
They turn, ſtand, face, and ſpring impetuous to the 
Fight. * 
High beat their bounding Hearts, in Lightning flies 
The Flaſh of Ardor from their blazing Eyes, 
Of all, who, turn'd, to face the Foe began, 
Tydides flam'd the Foremoſt in the Van; 
The firſt to ſtop, the firſt to turn the Car, 
The firſt to rouze the Thunder of the War; 
Firſt to repaſs the Foſs, o'erleap the Mound, 
Firſt o'er the Wall his ſpringing Courſers bound. 
The Trojan firſt beneath his Lance who fell? 
It hurl'd the Soul of Agaleus to Hell, 
Phradmonian Agaleus, who turn'd, and fled, 
The Wound behind the flying Jay*un ſped: 


3/1 


375 


380 


Drove 


389 
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Drove in his Back, the Lance, paſt thro* between 
His Breaſt, and Shoulders, pierc'd, before was ſeen. 

He from his Car dropt breathleſs to the Ground, 
Down headlong tumbling, and his Arms reſound. 
Next cloſe behind the Son of Tydeus then 395 
Great Menelaus, and the great King of Men; 
Th' Ajaces next impetuous, and ſtrong, © 
And Idomen, and Merion pour'd along, 
Like ſlaughtering Mars they ruſh'd, then with a Frown 
Eurypylus, Afvemon's gallant Son; 400 
And Teucer came the ninth to check the Foe : 
Fill'd his broad, brawny Hand the faithful Bow. 
Behind the ſeven-fold Shield he took his Stand, | 


Whence, many a Shaft from his unerring Head, 


Death's Meſſage fped, that bore Fate's unreal 


Command. 
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| 425 
Who from the Umbrage of the Shield ſpread round 


Thick Death's unſeen in many a mortal Wound 

Then, like the conſctous-ſmitten fearful Son, | 
) 
d 


That to his Mother's guardian Arms docs run, 
Retir'd behind the Orb of Telamon; 


= L 24 ] 

And (circumſpectful as he glanc'd the Field) 
Turn'd, as he turn'd, and wheel'd ſtill, as he wheel'd! - 
What Trojan Chief firſt by his Arrows bled? 410 
The brave Orſilochus they firſt ſtruck dead, 

Unſeen the Hand, that Death's black Summons ſped. 


Ormehus then, and Opheleſtes too, 
And Detor, Chromius, Lycophon they flew, 


With Melanippus, and Amopoon "IE. 415 
Commixt, great Polyæmon's greater Son. 
All theſe in Heaps were tumbl'd on the Plain, 
All by the Sculker's {i cret Arrows lain, | | 
Unſeen, but not unfelt, and not an Arrow vain. { ; 
Atreides' Eyes the buſy Chief ſurvey, 420 


Thin Troy's deep Phalanx, gore her dark Array, 
Thro'-her op'd Files as forc'd his Darts the Light, 
Who thus to him, exulting at the Sight. 
© Teucer! dear Friend! thy Peoples Chief divine! 
Grace of the ſecond Telemonian Line! 425 
Thus proſper may for Greece thy Archery, 
* As thou ſhalt public ſhine her only Eye; 
And 


"a 


[L281 
* And to the martial Race of Telamon, 

Careful who train'd thee, tho? his ſpurious Son 5 
Bid blaze his Fame with thine, (tho' hence a far 
* Ennobled by thy glorious Deeds in War. 43 
* Attend the Promiſe, which confirm'd, ſhall prove; 
Shou'd Joe, and the blue-ey'd/Deſcent of Fove, 

« Propitious Aid, and give us to deſtroy 

(To Vengeance dire) the deſtin'd 'Tow'rs of Troy, 
Then, honoured, ſhall ſome Gift of Worth be thine, 
Thy Due, diſtinguiſh'd, and the next to mine; 437 

Some ſacred Tripod, golden Vaſe, or Pair 

| Of Courſers, with their Car, fleet, fierce, and fair 

© Or ſome ſoft weeping Beauty prove thy Care.“ 

« Illuſtrious Chief of Men below begun | 441 
Reſponſive then the Seed of Telamon) 58 
Our Soul, ſelf-prompt, with Ardours ceaſe to warm, 
© Death's Work unfiniſh'd, and unſlack'd this Arm; 

« Th? utmoſt itꝭ finewy Pow'rs exert, we yield, 

© 'To feed the Slaughter of the deathful Field. 1446 


H. Where er 


[26] 
# Where e'er we turn the Bow, and aiming bend, 
VUnerring Fates the feather'd Shafts attend. 
Transfix d, eight Chiefs already bite the Plain, 
While our Shafts an pov tre that deeply 


pain, N 45 
Mouthing EY Winds; their Vitals dirty drain 


© But Oh! that madly foaming Dog rebates, 
As yet, the Points wanne of all our vain- aim 'd 


Fates! 
©. Tho? mad to tear his 55 e whoſe Sword fleſnt 
r i 


c The Camps, | ©200 8 heaps 9 with 
4 Mountains of the Dead.” 


While ſpeaking, be the Bow again ſtrong "RY 4 
(Knit to a doubling round its meeting Ends) | 


And whiz, from the twang d String another Atv 


| ſends, . FY * 
Which, well aim'd tho”, on Wing yet erring 3 
Stil from the mighty Man, belov'd bf ove. 


© 
* # 


N 6 1 


Its 


Fair Caſtianira at Aſima bore: 


| 27 J 

Its deſtin'd Mark tho? miſt, yet not in vain 

It ſtruck the dead Gorgythion to the Plain, 
Great Priam's darling Pride, his Age's Grace, ö 


To whom (divine as well in Form as Face) 465 
His Mother (faithful to the Sire's Embrace) 


4 


Now like the vernal Poppy's purple Flow'r, 
That, gravid inFits Bell with ſeedy Grain, 
And charg'd with lucid Drops of pearly Rain, 470 
Nods o'er the bending Stem it's drooping Head, 


So, 'neath his Helm oppreſt, the tender Tour dropt 
dead. 


Another Shaft ſtill from the n String, 
Againſt great Hector dreſt, thro' Air did ſing, 
Which, wand' ring from its Mark ordain'd, away 475 
It turn'd, diverted by the God of Day, 

Vet did great Archeptolemus' arreſt, 

The Chief's bold Charioteer, 'pierc'd thro? the Breaſt, 
Struck *neath the Pap, dropt from his Seat, retire479 
The Starting Steeds, and ſtern _ his brave Soul expire. 


Prone 


Cebriones, his Brother, and his Friend, 


L 28 ] 
Prone ſtrecht, he fell, thro? by the Arrow thruſt, * 
Who kicking beat with gloomy Front the Duſt. 
Mutt'ring with ſurly Frown, wriths him the Wound, , 
With dying Hands he ſprawls, graſps, ſqueezes round, 


Bite with ſtern Grin his rigid Teeth, as he'd devou 
the Ground. 


Vacant the Seat, afflictive Grief oppreſt 
For his brave Charioteer great Hecloss Breaſt. 


Griev'd as he was, the brave, unhappy Slain, 
Yet unreveng'd, he left there on the Plain. 


485 


490 
Stood near, and ready did the Car aſcend. 


Swift from his Car ſtern Hector ſprings to Ground 
Wiſh horrible exclaims, and rattling bound: 

A vaſt, rough Rock up heaving from the Field, 

On Teucer ſwift he ruſh'd, with Wrath impell'd, 495 
As from the Quiver, pendant by his Side, 

A Dart he choſe and to the Chord apply'd. 

When, whirkwind like, dire Hector on him flew, 


While to the Dart's black Wing the Chord he drew, 


Juſt 


[29 


(Juſt where, his Breaſt, #96 Necks. ſoft. Jans | 
found. oh; Aide ont 33s ODE (3 ich! 5d 


Tend'reſt and molt, impreſſive. of a Wound) . / 
And, riſing with a Spring, diſcharg'd the Rock, 
That roar'd a Tempeſt on, whoſe numbing Stroke 


Deadend the Wirds rad thei Neck 8 dn | 
broke, _ wa þ 


As forth the Sculker ed. bo: _ * 805 
Himſelf, collapſt, and on his Knee he lean c. 
No more the Bow his Hand forgetful held 
Ran Ajax careful, and obtends his Shield, olid 
Safe cov'ring him, low ſinking on the Field. 
Iwo generous: Friends, advancing from the Less: 5 10 
(Mieciſtius, and Alaſtor the divine) 01 308 
Low ſtooping, on their down bent Shoulders "_ 
The Archer, groaning, to the tented Shore, 
And from his batter'd Breaſt emitting gore. 
While the ſtern Chiefs of Troy, inſpir'd by Fove, 5815 
Back in their Trench the flying Grecians drove. 


I 4 The 


[ 30.4 
The Lance of Hector foremoſt flames among 
The Tumult, ſlaught ring terrible, and ſtrong, 
While foams the thund'ring Chief, and ſweeps the 
Field along. * 
And as a Dog, the Lion, or a Boar 520 


Purſues, and, faſt'ning on, their Haunch does gore, 
Swift after them thro' ev'ry turning flies, 


Who on his Heels with Confidence relies, 
So Hefor did the flying Greeks purſue, 
And, hanging on, their routed Rear ſtill flew, S257 
While yet (nor look'd behind) the Grecians flew; 
Who, as they now o'er each Intrenchment fled, 
Beneath the Swords of Troy by Thouſands bled, 
But, *fore their Navy breathing, made a Stand, 
While ſpread to ev'ry God was ev'ry Hand, 

Pale with Diſmay, and wither'd with Deſpair, 

They ſigh in ſilent Heart their fervent Pray'r, 
That Heav'n wou'd Greece this Time from inſtan' 
Ruin ſpare.” 


5 


His 


C38 ] 
While dreadful Hector furious drove behind 
. His Steeds, whoſe Manes flow ruffling in the Wind; 
His blazing Eyes with gorgon Furies roll, 536 
And Mars's Terrors ſwell his ſanguine Soul. 
While Juno thus (all from a Cloud above 
Obſerv'd) to Pallas, Ah! thou lov'd of Fore! 
Say, ſhall our Arms with timely Aid redreſs 
Our GreciangHoſt, now in its laſt Diſtreſs? 541 
£ While one loud, thund'ring Arm, reſiſtleſs- ſtrong, 
3 Impetuous as a Storm ſweeps all along! 


Confounds the Brave, and withers all the Bold! 
Thus matchleſs laught'ring on, and ſlaught' ring 
uncontrouPd.” - > 66 
Long had his Blood (the blue-ey'd Maid feply'd) 
re now ſome Argrive's ſmoaking Jav'lin dy'd; 
© In his own native Land ſhou'd prove his Fall, 
© Breathleſs, and ſtrecht before his heaven-built Wall, 
But th' impropitious Wrath of Fove reſtrains 550 
Our ſtruggling Will, and obviates all our Pains: 


Forgetting 
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© Forgetting now the Services, we ve done, 
© To eaſe the Toils, preſt hard once on his Saale : 


Son, 
With Ills conflicting, who gainſt Heay n ——— d; 1 
* While we, ſent down, abſolving his Command, 5 5 5 
© Smooth'd all his labour'd Fates with a kind, aidfu} 
Hand. | 
But had our Preſcience then foreſeen this Day, 
© When down he trod grim Pluto's dreary Way, 
And dragg'd from thence to Realms of upper Light, 
* The triple Monſter, foaming dire, to Sight, 560 
© There ſhou'd he ever roam 1n everlaſting Night; 


© Nor &er repaſs th' irremeable Sound 

Of Styx, or Erebus's dire Profound. | 
For now, his Mark of Scorn, no more his Cares 
© We boaſt, but Thetis all his Boſom ſhares, 565 
Who kiſt his Knees, perſuaſive in her Tears; 

g When ſuppliant on her Knees he gain'd the Boon 
6: Of Glory for her City-waſting Son. 


© Yet 


[33] 
© Yet Time was once, tho' now forgot, we prov'd 
© His blue-ey'd Darling, and his beſt belov d. 570 
© But haſte, adjoin the Courſers to the Car, | 
While with like Haſte we to the Bow'r repair, 
The Magazine of Jobe, and dreſs ourſelf for War, 
© Reſolved to try, if in the Walks of Death 


© He'll greet us, ſince his ſanguine Soul does breathe 
« Satiate ſuch Deaths! whoſe Hands ſuch Slaughters 
| beath! 576 
© Well now we deem, ſome 7. rojan Heroe ſlain 
The mangling Dogs ſhall ſatiate on the Plain.” 
Spleenful ſhe ſpoke, at once Heav'n's Queen obey'd, 
The Hint inflaming of the martial Maid. 580 
Away they tour'd, and Heav'n's Saturnian Queen, 
The awful Juno, join'd the golden Rein: 
But the wiſe Offspring of Fove's teeming Head 
On Heav'ns gold Pavement broad her Veil diſplay'd, 
Diffus d with undulating Flow; whoſe Hand 585 
With various Art the finiſht Piece ſuſtain'd, | 


K All 


[ 34 ] 
All flaming in th* immortal Panoply 
Of him, whoſe Thunder bids the Tempeſts fly. 
With active Bounds ſhe ſprings into the Car, 589 
'The A5 weilds aloft, and ſhakes the beamy Spear, 


Long! pond'rous! vaſt! with which the Bold, and 
| Strong | 


She ſlaughters, and in Thunder ſweeps the Field along. 
Th' imperial Majeſty of Heav'n begin 

'To tap the Courſers, and the Courſers ran. 
Self-op'd, th' inſtinctive Valves of Light expand, 
Watcht by the Hore, rang'd on either Hand; 591 
I' unfold, or fold, unto whoſe Hands are giv'n, 
Snow-topt Olympus, and the ſtarry Heav'n; 

The Clouds t' admit, exclude, arreſt, as cauſe 

Is ſeen to ſlacken, or impoſe the Laws. 595 
When to the Chryſtal Gates of Light they drove, 
Fove ſaw, and kindled into Fury Fore, 

As on the forky Hill of cleft-brow'd Ide 

Apart he fat, and thence their kindling Car deſcry'd. 


Who 
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Who bids ſwift Iris to the Gates unfold 6oo 

| Her Wings abroad, fring d round with flaming Gold. 
Mount off, my various Maid, nor let them dare 

© Proceſlive farther to impel their Car. 

id them not tempt ſuperior Odds, nor move 

Vain Strife, and fatal with reſiſtleſs Fove! 60x 

© This ſpeaks the ſov'reign Will which with a Nod 

We firm, the fate-ſtampt Fiat of the God; 

Collapſt, confounded, ſhall their Courſers reel, 

© Themſelves ſhockt out, and daſht thi? Chariot” 8 


Wheel: 23 ele 
I ransfixt with Thunders, ſhall their e Wound 
For ten long Years incurable be found; 3/08, 


That Pallas may, (who yet may claim ſome Grace) 
And Juno (for ſhe ſhares our warm Embrace) 
Once know, what tis with her Sire's Will t' en- 


gage; Lb» l 7 61 
© But 'gainſt our Queen, who War 11 us Wi 
wage, 


© Shall Thunders (check yet in *mid vol) rage; 
With 


(36 ] 
With Petulance incontinent that ſtill 
Cx 1 eroſſes, and diſputes our Will. 
He ſpoke; quick mounts the Winds the various 
Maid 620 
From Ae to Heav'n, whoſe F light its Portals ſtay d, 
And thus to both, forth iſſuing as they drove, 
Wuo ſtand, ſtopt by her, and th' Arreſt from Fove. 
Where drive your . Wheels ye Powers? 
What mean 5 75 624 
© Theſe your vain Armaments, and Wrath as vain? 
< Raſh! and impetuous! Know ye not, the Sire 
© Aſſerts his Thunders with vindictive Fire? | 
Nor roars the Bolt in vain, that rolls, inwrapt in 
Thus bids his Will, (and both the Will obey) 625 
© 'Abſtain from Greece throughout the deathful Fray, 
© In Thunder loud dire threat*ning, if ye dare 
© Proceflive farther to impel your Car, 
< Collapſt, confounded, ſhall your Courſers reel, 
: Yourſelves' ſhockt out, and daſh'd your Chariot 
Wheel. 630 
© Transfixt 


[ 37 ] 
© Transfixed with Thunders ſhall your burning Wound, 
For ten long Years incurable be found, 
© That, Pallas, you, (who yet may claim ſome Grace) 
And, Juno, (for you ſhare his warm Embrace) 634 
May know what *tis with your Sire's Will t' engage: 
Gainſt you, his Queen, (who war with him will wage 
* Shall Thunder check (yet in mid Volly) rage, 
With Petulahce incontinent, that ſtill 
_ © Obliquious croſſes, and diſputes his Will. 
© But, ſhameleſs! if thy vainly- lifted Dart 640 
© Dares meet his angry Bolt, you ſhall---but that apart.” 

Thus ſhe, and parted on a paſſing Breeze. 
* Alas! (reſum'd the ſighing Queen) who ſees 
© The partial Will, unwarm'd? yet we no more 
* Oppoſe it, patient to endure his Power. 645 
No more for Greece we arm, nor more engage 
© In vain omnipotent, reſiſtleſs Rage, 


© Routed, or routing, now, reſign'd we yield 
All to the chanceful Fortune of the Field. 


: L Be't 


F3&] I 
' © Bet ſo, as beſt his Council ſhall deſign, 
© Whether the Scale for Greece, or Troy incline.” 
She ſaid, and reining back, to Heav'n proceeds, 
Where from the Car the Hours unyokt the Steeds, 
Tꝰ ambroſial Mangers bound: The Walls ſuſtain'd6 54 
The Car, reclin'd, that flaming gainſt them lean'd 


650 


Mixt with the Gods their Thrones of Gold they fill'd 
Sighs heav'd their Hearts, with ſecret Sorrows ſwell'd. 
From Jade to Heav'n return'd in Thunder ove, 
And the bleſt Board ſuperior crown'd above. 
The Pow'r, whoſe Trident rocks the trembling Ground, 
Releaſt the ſmoking Steeds, and Chariot bound 661 I 
To facred Altars, veil'd with Clouds around. 
Thron'd in the midſt o'er all, the awful God. 
Heav'n's Thrones from Pole to Pole ſhook with a Nod. 
Full on the Sire ſtern frown the Pair apart, 665 
While Sighs, heav'd ſilent, ſwell their ſorrowing Heart. 
Whom, piercing thro' their inmoſt Souls, kw ey'd 
By Turns, with ſtern Regards the Sire thus cry'd. 


Say 


| [ 39 ] | 
« Say, Goddeſſes, the Secret, that controuls = 0 
« Your inward Quiet, and thus rings your Souls? 
The Trojan Rout we ſaw (ſo ſtrong your Pow Ny 
Not long detain'd you from th? O/ympian Bo]. ⸗e -) |} 
© Troy, and her Chiefs your Hearts immedicable Sore:) - | 
* *Gainſt whom ſuch dire digeſted Hate your Breaſts 
Have treaſur'd long, which, rankling all, infeſts! 675 
© Yet Heay'n cart rout us, tho'allHeav'nſhould ſwarm! 
such Pow'rs ſtrong veſt us] and ſuch Death's dire Arm! | 
* Strong Vengeance ſwift arreſts your, guilty Souls, 
* (Whoſe Fury nought, but Merey's Arm controuls) 
Should you but aught, againſt che Fiat dare 680 
To check the triſtful Progreſs of the War. 
For thus we ſpeak, and whatwe ſpeak ſpall be. 
(Stamp, Fate, the irrevocable, paſt Decree) 
T ransfix' d with Thunders, flaming in your Car, 
17 Diſtreſsd mid all the Ruins of the War, -... Wa 
Ne'er ſhall ye to the bliſsful Seats. repair.“ : 
He ſpoke, their gnawing Fury who controuls, 
While Fear, Grief, Wrath, Hate, Vengeance, wring 4 
their Souls. With 
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With various lab'ring Paſlions ſtrong oppreſt, 
The Fall of Troy revolving 1n their Breaſt, 690 
Silent they ſat; but Wiſdom's Pow'r down chain'd 


Reluctant Rage, and ſwelling Grief reſtrain'd, 
Compreſt within; while impotent of Ire, 

With flaſhing Eyes, roll'd wrathful on the Sire, 
Burſts out intemp'rate loud his Qucen. © We hear 6955 
Such Sounds, as wound indurable the Ear! 


And ſtab the bleeding, Gall embitter'd Heart! 
Which, ſure, Omnipotence muſt ſole impart! 
© We know thy Pow'r, and to that Pow'r now yield, 


< Quitting the triſtful Progreſs of the Field; 700 
© Yet, ſure ourſelves the fatal Cauſes are, 


« Why Greece now bleeds in this deſtructive War; 
But, ſince the Fiat wills, we urge no more 
The bloody Buſineſs round the deathful Shore; 


Vet grant us now loſt Greece (fad Privilege) to deplore! 
And friendly Council give, leaſt in thy Ire 700 


She, and her Cauſe ſhou'd all this Day expire. 
And 


[42 ] 
From angry Joe's bleſt Lips divine forth be 


| Theſe doomful Threats, which, ſtern, reſolved, he ſpoke. 
© To-morrow's Dawn our full-ey*d Queen eſpies 


Her Lord with Thunders terrible ariſe! 570 f * 4 


© Whoſe Vengeance with ſtretcht Arm, almighty ſtorms, _. 


* Andwith'ringGreece(o'erwhelm'd) confounds! deforms! | 


© While Heclor, more than Man, divine impell'd, 


* Sweeps Godlike thro* the Tempeſt of the Field. 710 2 | 


Nor ceaſe our matchleſs, mighty Man, before 
Her ſlaughter d Thouſands pile the delug'd Shore: 
© When ſwift Achilles from his Ship ſhall rife 

© The Day her Navy blazes to the Skies! 714 
While all in Tempeſt wrapt the thund'ring Field, 
With Death the Shores, the Trench, the Campare fill'd! 
« Diſtreſt, and driv'n to the Verge of Fate, 

© Round dead Patrocles ſtorms the ſtern Debate: 

« For ſuch our Will, and ſuch in Deſtiny 719 
Fate ſpoke the Word, and ſtampt the firm Decree; 
VUnchang'd our Will, regardleſs of thy Pain: 

« Vain all thy Grief, thy Wrath, thy Spleen as vain. 
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"hp Go, mount the Winds, and rap thy Flight away 
To, th' utmoſt Limits of the Land, and Sea, 724 
Chaos, the World's firſt Founder's Seat, that frowns 
With Death's dire Glooms, which Night with Horrors 


drowns. 


+ +. © Tremend! and dire theſe Regions! whom the Sun, 
The Show'r, the Breeze ne'er gladdens, greets, ſmiles on, 
FJuapetan, Saturnian Shades where dwell 

"© Primaval Terrors in the Depths of Hell. 730 


C No! tho with vagrant Wing you devious haſte 
© To this wild, ſolitary, weeping waſte, 


. © Unchang'd our Will, regardleſs of thy Pain, 


© Vain all thy Grief, thy Wrath, thy Spleen as vain! 

For who has, ſay, thro' Heaven been leſs reſerv'd 

Than thou, or more from bluſhful Shame e'er ſwery'd.” 
He ſpoke, while Juno ſat without reply, 737 


When Phebus rolling down the weſtern Sky 


With fervid Wheels his plunging Courſers ſteeps 
Foaming, and flaming, in th* Heſperian Deeps, 


4 | While 


| 


Veils, arching with her ſtarry, twinkling Train. 


Th' aſſembling Heroes by a River's Head, 


L 43 J 
While Night the ſhaded Earth, and ambient Main 


Troy ey'd with Tears of Rage the parting Sun, 
Her bloody Work of Death as yet undone: 


Far diff rent Cauſes Greece's Joys excite, | 745 
Who bleſt the ſwift Approach of friendly Night. 


The glorious Chief, now Maſter of the Field, a 
There on the Spot an open Council held. 


— 2 — —-— 


Far from the Fleet, apart he prudent led 70 
In a clear Ground, apt to inhume the Dead. | 1 
All, from their Courſers ſpringing to the Ground, | 
All, cloſing in a Circ, the Chief ſurround, 

All in deep Silence, and a ſtill Profound 

Attentive heard, reclining on their Spears, 755 

His flowing Tongue with open, thirſty Ears, 


High ſpeeching in the midſt; his matchleſs Hand 


A beamy Lance terrific did command 


That, bending, ſhook it with prodigious Strength; 


Eleven full Cubits meaſur'd its vaſt Length! 760 
Around 


[| 44]. 


Ae its brazen Point ſuch Splendors beam, 
It lighten'd fulgid like a weaving Flame. 
Broad, poliſht Ringlets of pure duCtile Gold, 
Thick ſtar d with Studs, the knotty Beam enfold. 
Of briſtling Spears girt with a horrid Wood, 765) 
He *midſt the Blaze of Helms, and Shields thus 0 
Spoke round to all the liſt ming, martial Croud. 
77 roy, and Allies, attend. We deem d to burn 
© Yon Fleets, and; that Hoſt laughter d, then return 
« In Triumph loud this Day to lofty Troy; 770 
But haſty parting Night oppos'd our Joy, 
The Grectans intervening Friend. Our Care 
Be now ſome due Reflection to prepare, 
| © So we perſuade; for ſweet Taſtes timely Fare. 
The ſweating Courſers from their Cars releaſe, 77 5 
And Strength repairing Grain before them place. 
Let Trey to us her Flocks, and Herds aſſign; 
Timber in hilly Heaps, and briſtly Kine; 


* Heart-ſtrength'ning Bread, and Heart-delighting Wine. | 


Bid 


II not, t' accept it, preſt, their Race, we fear, 


[ 45 ] 
Bid blazing round the Camp the Beacons burn 780 


From Eve declining to the riſing Morn, 


That their broad-blazing Flames may lofty riſe, 

© Gildthe blue Arch, and gladden all the ſullen Skies: 

« Leſt Greece by Stealth, thro' Covert of the Night, 
Deſpairing ſcape us with an haſty Flight: 785 
They muſt not go without a Gift, leſt all 

Of us they ſhobld inhoſpitable call. 

© Some Dart, or Jav'lin be to them addreſt, 

© And ſent a Preſent to our parting Gueſt, 

© Born Home, Home-treaſur'd in their ne'er forgetful 


Breaſt. | 790 


| 6 Let each (War's Gift) beſtow a deathful Wound, 


« Friends? Gifts ſhould e'er be memorable found. 
© Shou'd they diſtaſte now their laſt-parting Fare, 


Might e'er reſent another Trojan War. 795 
« But, for all Dangers timely to provide, ; 
(© That caſual future may the beſt betide) 


N That 


| 
| 
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; 
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Send we the ſacred Heralds, lov'd of Heav'n, 

That timely Notice may to Troy be giv'n, 799 
For Old, and Young to mount the Walls, and Tow'rs, 
« By Heav'n high rais'd, and man with all their Pow'rs: 
For ev'ry Female in her Houſe to raiſe 

© Her guardian Fires, and bid her Flames to blaze: 
To poſt around, reliev'd by Turns, the Guard, 
The Gates, each Paſs, each Avenye to ward; 805 
© Leaſt Ambuſcades ſeize by Surprize the Walls, 
While War our abſent Arms to Diſtance calls. 

© Be bold, be brave, ſtrong, firm; ſo ſhall the Sword, 
© Ye Chiefs, atchieve the Honour of our Word. 

© 'To-morrow all, what now unſaid remain, 810 
© Shall ma Circle of throng'd Spears explain; 
When, ſure we are, (repos'd our Truſt in Heav'n) 

© Theſe hither-fated Dogs {hall back to Greece be driv'n. 
© Haſte, and ſtrong Guards, by Turns reliev'd, now place 
Throughout the Camp around in ev'ry Paſs; 815 
© And by to-morrow's waking Dawn in Arms 
Their Navy blazes, and the Conflict warms. 


15 Then 


A 


A 


A 
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E 
Then ſhall great Tydeus* glorious Son, or I 


. © Before the Fleet, or Wall, or kill, or die; 


And whoſe our bloody Arms, or his, or mine, 820 
© Dear Spoils! ſhall Heav'n alone to us conſign. 


© To-morrow's Dawn ſhall prove his boaſted Might, 


* Shou'd he ſuſtain this thund'ring Lance in Fight: 
© Yes! in the bleeding Conflict's glorious Van; 


Groaning begeath it, ſhall he bite the Plain, 825 
With all his bravelt Friends in Heaps ſtretcht roun 


him ſlain. 


So ſure were we to bloom for ever young! 

Ye Gods! for ever vig' rous firm and ſtrong! 

So ſhou'd we ſhake the Lance with gallant Grace! 
And, more than Man, divine we'd prove our Race! 
While wich a Soldier's Port, and comely Pride 831 
« We'd tour with Mars's, or Minerva's Stride : 

In Arms immortal ſhou'd great Heclor thine, 
As Greece {hall gaſp beneath this Lance of mine, 
When Phebus breaths the Morrow's Light divine.” | 


He 


[ 48 ] 

He ſpoke, and with th' aſſenting Fields Acclaim 836 
The Welkin thunder'd, and diffus'd his Fame. 
The ſweating Steeds they from their Cars releaſe, 
And Strength-repairing Grain before them place. 
Troy Flocks, and Herds ſoon to the Camp aſſign, 840 
Timber in hilly: Heaps, and briſtly Kine, 

Heart- ſtrength'ning Bread, and Heart-delighting Wine. 
The Savour, by diffuſive Zephyrs driv\a, 
Exhal'd, mount grateful from the Field to Heav'n; 
Sweet to the bleſt. Now with a freſh Supply 84 5 
Of ſwelling Spirits, breathing Courage high, 

Their Souls enlarg'd, exulting in their Might, 

With Boaſts of lofty Strain they waſte the Night, 
And pant, and eager Claim the promis'd Fight. 
Throughout the Hoſt heroic Ardours ran 850 


Around their Ranks, and ſpread from Man to 
Man. 


Thick, blazing round the Camp, the Beacons burn 
From Eve declining to the riſing Morn. 


As 


| A 

As in a ſaphir Sky thro' cloudleſs Blue | 
The Stars, bright-ſparkling round the Moon we view, 

All a ſtill Quiet, and ſerenely fair, 5 ro 


Serenely calm, the bright ning, 'breezeleſs Air; ka 

No Winds rude ruffling Breath preſumes to: blow 

| To break above the placid, even Flow, 

Wide round diffus'd, when thro? th' unclouded Clear 

Above, below, around, all gay appear. 860 

Renident laugh the Vale, the Grove, the Plain, 

The Field, and the ſmooth Surface of the Main. 

Fair in wide Proſpect round the Mountains riſe, 

The Swain's Heart gladdens, laugh his dancing Eyes, 

As ſmooth he hears to flow the gliding Stream; 865 

While all Troy's glitt'ring Spires reflect a golden 
_ Gleam. 

So bright from Zanthus to the Navy. blaz'd 

The Fires fore Troy, which round the Camp they 


rais'd. | 
Round with a Thouſand Fires the Camp Aid flame, | 
Full fifty Heroes circling ev'ry Beam, 870 


O That, 


chewing Steeds ud glory in cher 2k - & 1. 


0 ſnort, and bound, exulting with Deligiit. 
Wild, eſs-pawing, wait around the Car 87 
The ng Morn, impatient for the War. 2.5920 01 
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